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The Phone Call 


Author's Notes: 
Not much to say, aside from my crappy summary. Takes place around ‘48, 


The phone was ringing. Axl came awake with a sharp intake of breath, rolling onto his side and tangling cotton 
sheets around his waist. When he blinked his eyes open, they saw nothing but the dark of the bedroom at 
first, and then the red digital blink on the nightstand that read four nineteen am. 


The phone kept ringing. He reached groggily for it, pulled it out of the cradle and dropped it with a plastic 
clatter before he managed to get it to his ear. "What the fuck?" 


"You still think about him at night, don't you?" 


The sound of her voice hurt like fingertips dragging across a cheese grater. It made him want to curl up again 
and go back to sleep, maybe forever this time. "What do you want?" 


"Don't you?" 


Axl closed his eyes and counted to ten. If he didn't, he'd say something stupid, and she'd say something 
stupider. He'd get angry, she'd get angrier, and they'd start yet another round of their verbal-and sometimes 
physical, but he didn't want to think about that now-boxing match. 

"Come on," she said. "You do." 

He clenched and unclenched his jaw. "Yes." 

"Me, too." 

"You called just to tell me that. At four o'clock in the fucking morning.” 

"| don't know." He could hear the shrug in her voice. "| didn't have anything better to do." 

"| did. | was sleeping." 

"Aaaxxxlll." 

He winced. Only two people had ever been able to slaughter his name that way, and at least Steven had never 
done it on purpose. He opened his eyes and stared into the darkness of his room, and reconciled himself to his 
fate. 

Why didn't he just hang up the phone? He wondered why he never did. 

"So, | was awake," she started, sounding in no hurry. He could imagine her sprawled over her bed, curling the 
phone cord around her fingers while she stared at the ceiling. "And you know, | just starting thinking about 


things." 


"What kind of things?" he murmured, even though he knew what things. Hadn't she just asked him the same 
thing? His fingers curled into a fist around the bed sheets. 


"You know," she said again. 


"About Kurt." He wished he hadn't said the name. It burned the tip of his tongue coming out, and the sting 


lingered. 
"Yeah. About him." 
"Why?" 


She didn't answer. 


"Why the fuck do you bother?" He sat up, partly angry and partly just tired, exasperated with her, and with 
himself. Bitterness pooled in his gut where it could do nothing but shred at his insides like acid. The black 
emptiness of his room loomed around him when he opened his eyes again. All the chests, desks, and chairs 
couldn't fill the space. He tried to imagine Kurt was standing in the dark, waiting, but he couldn't make his mind 
see it. "He's not fucking worth it. He never was." 


"Shut up," Courtney said idly, almost not to him at all. The careless tone of her voice made him want to reach 
across the miles of phone line and slap her, shake her until her brain rattled in her head and she started 


caring again. 


He counted to ten once more. Then twenty. He tried to think of something to say, something they hadn't 


already said. "How's Frances?" 


She laughed. The sound scraped across Axl's ears like sandpaper, a cynical sound, a bawling laugh at the world. 
Then the laugh hitched into a gasp, and silenced. 


"| was looking at her," Courtney said after a minute. "| was looking at her, and for a minute, she looked-just- 


fucking-like-him." 


Axl knew. The first time he saw a picture of her in a magazine, he couldn't breathe for ten minutes. It felt like 
one of Slash's snakes had wound itself around his chest and hugged him tight. Except that Slash wasn't there 
anymore, and neither were his snakes. That had just made it all the worse, and for a minute the pain was so 


fierce and unrelenting that he thought he might be dying. He'd wondered then if that was how Kurt had felt 


before he gave up. 
"You know what the worst part was?" 
"What" 

"Ht made me hate her 

"No," Axl said automatically. 


"It did," she insisted. "| looked at her, and | fucking hated her for looking like that bastard. | hated her for daring 
to look like him. All | could think was, Why is she alive when he's dead? Why couldn't it have been her?" 


Axl wasn't sure what to say to that. He wanted to be angry again, but he wasn't sure who to be angry with. 
There was no one left. There was no Slash stretched over the foot of his bed with a guitar in his lap, no Slash 
to give him that little shake of his head, frown concealed behind thick curls while he informed Axl what an 


asshole he was. 


"What the fuck kind of mother am I?" Courtney's voice huffed out thick with shame. "| want my own goddamn 
daughter to die so | can have her daddy back. That fucker. | still fucking hate him, you know. | know you do, 


too. Don't you? That fucking coward. Don't you?" 

"Yeah." Oppressive weight pushed in at his chest. It hurt. 
"Shit" She sighed. "You're supposed to make me feel better" 
"Why?" 

"Because. | don't know" 


He slid back down in the bed until he was flat on his back, the sheets twisted around him and his hair strewn 
over the pillow. He wished she was right there beside him, talking to him face-to-face in her annoyingly blunt 
voice. He wished he could touch her, all warm skin and bleached hair, and the last, sad pair of eyes to ever 
have seen Kurt. He wished he could kiss her, searching for some taste of Kurt in her mouth. Knowing she was 
searching him for the same taste. 


He remembered seeing her for the first time after- After. Finding her on the floor in the dried blood, just 
laying there, and for a minute he thought she'd followed Kurt into death, too. Then he saw her breathing, and 
he was so afraid he was going to break down that all he could do was scream at her, "What the fuck do you 
thing you're doing? Get the fuck up, you stupid cunt! Get the fuck out of his blood!" 


Now she made a suspicious snuffling sound, and said, "| want my sweaters back! 

Exhaustion pushed through his veins like a drug. "What sweaters?" 

"You know what sweaters, fucker." She changed gears back to the personality Axl found so obnoxious, but 
behind it, he could feel her raw edges. He thought for the thousandth time how strange it was that of all the 


people in the world, they should have loved the same pathetic soul. And now they were the two that would 


never forget. 

"| don't have them," he said. 

"You do so. | know you took them, you little shit. | fucking can't believe anybody let you into my house." 

"You told them to" 

"Yeah, what, when | was like fucking wasted" 

"Mmm-hmm! If he tried hard, he could see her face the way it had been then, when she was drugged out of 

her mind on anything people would bring her. She'd been lying in bed-he couldn't quite block out the memory of 
who used to share that bed with her, or the quick flare of red jealousy-wrapped up in one of Kurt's sweaters. 


Axl had been suddenly afraid that she would wear that sweater till it was threadbare, till every last trace of 
Kurt had been worn out of it. She would take everything that had been Kurt, and whether she meant to or 


not, she would destroy it. Axl couldn't let that happen any more than he could have stood silent and watched 
Kurt pull the trigger. If he'd been there. If he'd fucking been there. 


"So are you ever going to give them back?" 

"They weren't yours." 

"Oh, who the fuck did they belong to then? You? He left some secret will and gave them to you?" 

"He would have wanted me to have them." Probably not. Kurt never could decide what he wanted; and Axl could 
never decide whether Kurt actually wanted him, liked him even, or despised him. To be honest, Axl hadn't been 
entirely sure-still wasn't-how he felt about Kurt. Whether he was in love with him, or whether he wanted to 
rip him limb from limb. But thinking about the sweaters tucked safely in a box in his own closet was warm and 
comforting, and it took away some of the pain in his chest. 

"You're such a dick," Courtney sneered. 

"And you're a bitch. Frances can have one. Later. If she wants." The idea of giving away a piece of Kurt, even 
one as insignificant as a sweater, unnerved him, and the pain settled back in his ribs, pressing in around his 
internal organs. The area behind his eyes throbbed. 


"That's morbid. You think | want my daughter any more fucked up than | already made her?" 


He sighed and pulled the sheets up to his chin. His hair slid silkily over the pillow as he shifted, and the 


blankets themselves felt cool against his skin. The bed stretched around him, huge and soft and vacant. 

"Come see me," she said. 

He thought about it, eyes half closed. But every time he saw her was more disappointing than the last, finding 
with each visit that she smelled less and less like Kurt, tasted less and less like him, felt more and more like a 
stranger. He suspected she was finding the same thing about him, and wondered why she wanted him to come 
at all. No one wanted him anymore. Didn't she know that? 

"Maybe," he said. "Im busy now." 

"Yeah, right." 

"| am" 


"Forget it," she bit off. "Nobody's fucking forcing you." 


The pause gathered around them. Axl could hear her breathing on the other end of the line. She didn't even 
know how to breathe quietly. Kurt had known how. 


"Heaven or hell?" she said finally, like she always did 

"Heaven" Axl said this time, feeling soft and weary. His fingers trembled slightly, tired of holding the phone 
She laughed again, the sound just as raw as the first time. "We'll never see him again then" 

"Fuck him: 

"Fuck you" 

"Fuck me" 

"| already did’ 


He stared into the dark. The ache in his ribs was pressing..pressing.. The back of his throat burned. He couldn't. 
He wouldn't. 


"Axl?" 
"| have to go." 
"Don't," she said, voice tiny, girlish. "Come on. Don't leave me alone." 


He stayed silent for a long minute. Long enough for the silence to stretch into an eternity. Then he said, "You 


already are’ 

And so was he 

Courtney didn't say anything, Neither did he. The silence burned on and on and on 

He removed the phone from his ear, held it a few inches away, waited. But she wasn't going to say anything 
else. He replaced it in its plastic cradle and wondered what she'd do when she heard the click She wouldn't cal 


back, not tonight. 


Aches engulfed his body, his mind. He closed his eyes and forced his thoughts to go blank. Don't think about 
anything. Especially not Kurt. Just don't think. 


He lay as still as he could, barely breathing. It was easy to be weak in the darkness. Morning would come soon, 
and chase all of that away. In the day, you didn't think about weakness. You didn't think about all the things 
that hurt you, and all the things you wished you could change. 


Axl waited for dawn. 


